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The Epitaphe vpon the Deathof the 


Moſt Extellent and our late vertuous Quene Marie. deceaſed, 
augmented by the firſt Authoꝛ, 


V vne is the bliſſe, & baittle is the glaſſe,of woꝛldly wiſhed welth : 
The ſte ppes vnſtayde, the life vnſure, ot laſtyng hoped helth. 
witnes (alas) may Marie be, late Quene of rare renowne. | 
whoſe body dead, her vertues liue, and doth her fame reſowne, 
In whom ſuche golden giftes were grafte, ot nature and of grace, 
As when the tongue dyd ceaſſe to ſay, yet bertue ſpake in face. 
what vertue is that was not founde, within that woꝛthy wight- 
what vice is there, that tan be ſayde, wherin ſhe had delight: 
She neuer tlol de her eare to heare. the rightous man diſtreſt. 
Nosꝛ neuer ſparde her hande to helpe. wher wꝛõ g oꝛ po wer oppꝛeſt. 
when all was wꝛacke, ſhe was the pozte, from peryll vnto iope, 
when all was ſpoyle, ſheſpared all, ſhe pitied to diſtroye. 
Y ow many noble men reſto2de, and other ſkates alſo, 
well ſhewd her Paincely liberall hert, which gaue both friend & fo. 
where tonſciente was, oꝛ pitie moued, oꝛ iuſte delertes dyd traue, 
Foz Juſlite ſake, all woꝛldly thynges, ſhe vſed as her ſlaue. 
As Puncely was her birth, ſo Pzincely was her lite. 
Conſtante, ccurtiſe.modeſt and mylde, achaſtand choſen wife. 
In greateſt ſtoꝛmes ſhe fearcdnot, foz God ſhe made her ſhtelde, 
And all Her care ſhe taſt on him. whofozſt herfocs to pelde. 8 
Her perfecte life in all extremes, her patient hert dyd ſhoe, 5 
Fo2in this woꝛdde ſhe neuer founde, but dolſull dayes and woe. 
All woꝛldly pompe ſhe ſet at nought, to paye was her d eight. 
A Martha in her kyngdemes charge. a Mary namedright. 
She conquerd death in perfect life, and feared not his darte: 
She liued to dye and dyed to line, with conflant faithful hart. 1 
Her reſtles ſhip of toyle and care, iheſe woꝛldiy waackes hath paſt, 
And ſafe arriues the heaueniy pozte, eſcapt from daungers blaſt, 
when J haue ſene the Sacrament (ſheſaid) euen at her death. (2) 
T hele eyes no earthly ſyght ſhall ſee, andſolefrelife and bꝛeach. 
O mirrour of all womanhed, o Quene of bertues pure, 
O conſlaunt Marie filde with grace, no age tan thee oblture ( 
Thyne end hath ſet the fre, from tongues of tickle truſt, 
And lockte the lippes of ſlaũders bzute, which daily damnes the iuſt. 
Thy death hath genen thee life, thy life with God ſhall ioye. a 
Thy love ſhall laſt, thy bertues liue, from feare and all anope. } 
© happle heauens, O Hatefnllearth, O chaunge to Marie belt, 
Though webewatle, thou mailt reioyte, thy longe retourne to reſt. 
O woꝛthy Quene, moli woꝛthy life, olampe ot vertues light, 
But what auapyles, ſith fleſh is wozmes, and life is deathes ol right 
Merty and reſt may Marie fpnde, whole fayth and merty crane, 
Eternall pꝛayſe hereinthis earth. and ioye with God to haue. 
Marie is gone, whole vertues ceache, ot lte and death the way, - 
'Learne we that liue, her ſteppes totreade, and toꝛ her ſoule to pzay .-- 
Make foꝛ your mirrour (Pꝛintes all) Marie our maiſtres late, 
whom teares,no2 plaintes.noꝛ pzincely mace, might ſtai in her eſtate 
Lo, here we ſee, as nature foꝛmes. death doth defate at lengthe, 
In life and death. pꝛay we to God, to be our guydeandſtrengthe. 
Fare well o Quene, o pearle moſt pure, that God oꝛ nature gaue, 
The erth. the heauẽ s. ihe ſpꝛites. the ſaintes,cry honoꝛ tothy graue. 
Marie now dead, Eliſabeth liues, our iuſt c lawfull Nuene, | 
Jn whom her ſiſters vertues rare, habundantly are ſeene. 
Obapye our Quene, as we are bounde, pꝛay God her to pꝛeſerue. | 
Andſende her grace longe life Efryite,andſublectestrouth toſerue. | 
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